ELIZABETHAN SEA-DOGS

Doughty, the viper in Drake's bosom, was medi-
tating mischief: not exactly treason with Spain,
but at least a breach of confidence by telling
Burleigh.

De Guaras, chief Spanish spy in England, was
sorely puzzled. Drake's ostensible destination
was Egypt, and his men were openly enlisted for
Alexandria. The Spaniards, however, saw far
enough through this to suppose that he was really
going back to Nombre de Dios. It did not seem
likely, though quite possible, that he was going
in search of the Northwest Passage, for Martin
Frobisher had gone out on that quest the year
before and had returned with a lump of black
stone from the arctic desolation of Baffin Island.
No one seems to have divined the truth. Cape
Horn was unknown. The Strait of Magellan
was supposed to be the only opening between
South America and a huge antarctic continent,
and its reputation for disasters had grown so ter-
. rible, and rightly terrible, that it had been given
up as the way into the Pacific. The Spanish way,
as we have seen, was overland from Nombre de
Dios to Panama, more or less along the line of
the modern Panama Canal.

In the end Drake got away quietly enough,